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Bubbles from th 
of Dr. Wrench-It. 


Suddenly, 
the picture 
went black! 
In desperation, 
Sam punched 
all the buttons 
on the remote 
control at the 
same time! 

, Bad idea! 


Pajama Sam had been zapped into the TV Zone! 
He and Pajama Man were tied up in the laboratory 
of Dr. Wrench-It, dangling over a vat of . . . 

oh, no... creamed spinach! 


Save me, 


Pajama Man! 
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brilliant plan 
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The TV remote zapped Pajama Sam into voice say, “Do you, Cord Colossal, take this 


the popular soap opera, “The Young, The = woman, Alexis Livingston Weatherspoon 
Beautiful and The Really, Really Rich!” Whirlyblender, to be your wife?” 


Suddenly, Pajama Sam heard a booming 


A man in the audience pointed at Pajama Sam, shouting, “I object! 
He's an imposter! I’m the real Cord Colossal!” The bride 

screamed and bopped Pajama Sam with her flowers! 
Luckily, Pajama Sam saw the 
remote control on top of 
the wedding cake and 
jumped in face first 
(chocolate — yum!). 

Zap! He escaped 

just in time... 
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to receive a snap from the center of his football team - The Mighty PJs. 
Pajama Sam had no choice but to run like crazy! 
Everybody in the stadium was yelling! 


Hey, is that 
a kid in his 


The remote control was under the goalposts! 

If only he could get to it before the Griddle Irons 
tackled him. Pajama Sam a a 
leaped into the end _ 

zone - right on the 

remote! Zap! 


Hello, son. 

| baked your 
favorite 
cookies. 


Gee, thanks, 
but who are you?! 
And who's that 
laughing? 


Afraid to see where he'd landed now, Pajama Sam kept his eyes squeezed tight. 
When he opened them — phew! What a relief! He appeared to be on his own sofa. 


This isn't real, 
and it’s not 
funny either! 


| can’t work like 
this! Someone 
call my agent. 


Of course not, 
dear. We're 
on television! 


But Pajama Sam had been zapped into 
a comedy show! The walls were fake, 
the people were actors, and worst of 
all — the cookies were cardboard! Just 
then, he spotted the TV remote on the 
stairs, so he dashed up and grabbed it. 
Uh-oh! The stairs were fake too... 


Zap! He found himself face to face with 
Dilbert Fillpockets, host of the world’s 
most popular game show, “Who Needs 


A Gazillion Bucks?” The pressure was on! 


For one gazillion bucks, 
who was the first cousin 
twice removed of the 
23rd President of the 
United States? 
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This was worse than taking a 
test! The audience was hushed. 
Pajama Sam's heart pounded. 
Buzz! Time was up. Dilbert hit 
a button, and Pajama Sam 
dropped through a trap door! 
The remote fell after him, so 
he snatched it in mid-air. 


| sure wish 
the real Gator Guy 
was here! 


Splash! Pajama Sam 
fell into a murky ca \ 
_ swamp. Bulging eyes 
_ stared at him from the water. 
Yikes! He was surrounded 
ators on the “Gator 


The gators tossed the 
remote back and forth over 
Pajama Sam's head, playing 
“keep away!” Thinking fast, 
Pajama Sam grabbed a rock 
and threw it behind the 
gators. As they looked 
away, Pajama Sam caught 
the remote in mid-toss! He 
pressed the button with not 
a moment to spare. 


Zap! Pajama Sam looked up and noticed 
he was center stage at a huge concert. 
Suddenly, he realized he was the main 
attraction — superstar rapper LLP}! 

So Pajama Sam rapped on. 


Ooooh, you're 
too cool, LLPJ! 


Who does your 
hair, dude? 


I'm LLPJ 
And |'m a fan 
Of a superhero 
Named Pajama Man! 
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The crowd went wild! Bodyguards whisked LLP) offstage as hundreds 
of girls chased him. He dashed into a limousine. Whew! What a coo! 
limo! It even had a TV. At last, Pajama Sam could watch his favorite TV 
show — Pajama Man! He hit the remote and... 


ZAP! Pajama Sam was safe at home — this time for real. 
He wasn't being tied up by Dr. Wrench-lt, or marrying 
an icky soap opera lady, or getting tackled by the 
Griddle Irons, or eating cardboard cookies, or answering 
super hard questions, or wrestling an alligator. And 
thank goodness, there was no one chasing him! Whew! 
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was all a dream. 


Thanks for 
your help, 


Pajama Sam 
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Mission to the Moon 


Don’t miss a single adventure with Pajama Sam! 
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